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When evening falls one feels the approach of that death which
all health resorts suffer in autumn. The storm rushes through
the avenues and shakes the chestnuts from the trees. The
number of strollers in the colonnades is continually dwindling.
The few hardy devotees are wrapped in thick overcoats and
slink about with a dejected air. What has become of all the
high spirits of the early days I spent here ? Then there was
such a light-hearted crowd in front of the massive, pillared
Konversationshaus, that one might have thought for a moment
that it was still the cosmopolitan gambling temple which the
enterprising Benazet built in the days of the Second Empire.
What tales could be told by this " palace of all delights " as
Eugene Guinot called it in the middle of the last century.
These halls, still flaunting their gold and red damask, were the
scene of dazzling assemblages of elegance, beauty and allure-
ment, far more dazzling than that gathering of princes which
as the 'Piirstentag von Baden-Baden sat in the old Stephaniebad to
discuss the destinies of Germany.
To-day the stirring tones of music still flood the halls of the
Konversationshaus, but as a rule the company is composed of
sedate elders rather than youth drunk with gaiety. Here age
and titles are to be found in plenty.
One moves through a crowd of German " Excellencies."
Sometimes as I passed along the Utbtentaler Allee I felt as
though I were turning over the yellowed pages of history.
The German Imperial Chancellor, Prince Bulow, who is at
present staying here, represents the living present. But his
wife's mother, who bears the name of Marco Minghetti,
awakens memories of Italy's political renaissance.
Everywhere the past, and sometimes the past merging into
the present.
In front of the fashionable Hotel Stephanie in the Uchtentakr
Allee, when the weather is momentarily warmer and the
sky brighter, I occasionally meet an old man with dark
spectacles and a flowing grey philosopher's beard. I used
to think, "He must be from the Stoa and have wandered
over from ancient Greece."
He holds himself erect with an effort, and on one side
leans on the arm of a younger companion and on the other
side on a stick. Can he have escaped from the Beyond
and be as yet unaccustomed to the light of this world?

